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top of his voice : "I've got him inside ! I've got him inside !"
until the crowd, attracted by the uproar, swarmed around and
almost overturned the cab, the more persistent endeavouring to
take out the horse and drag the vehicle and its occupant back in
triumph to the Temple. Only by the most strenuous efforts
of the police was Rufus Isaacs enabled to avoid their attentions
and escape into the comparative tranquillity of Ludgate Hill.

The case, in spite of its unattractive nature, called forth all
the resources of advocacy on both sides and certainly constituted
Rufus Isaacs' most spectacular success in the long series of his
battles against Carson.

With the acquisition of a constituency he and his wife had felt
themselves obliged to spend the shorter holidays at Fox Hill in
order to be in close touch with the Reading electors and to attend
functions at which it was impossible for him to be present while
courts and House were both sitting.

They had even spent the whole of the Long Vacation of 1906
there to the exclusion of his cure, though this was due more to
the need to settle into their new house than to the demands of
the constituency at a moment when one election was just over
and there could be no question of another for several years to
come. But subsequent attacks of gout indicated that his annual
cure could not be foregone with impunity, and in 1907 they broke
fresh ground by trying the effects of the then newly developed
spa of Strathpeffer, where the waters and the golf course absorbed
as much of his time as was not dedicated to motoring around the
lovely and unfamiliar country. At the end of his cure he attended
the Northern Meeting at Inverness, where he was at first deeply
impressed by the pomp and panoply of the arriving Highland
chieftains, until closer inspection revealed the most magnificently
arrayed of all as a colleague of the Parliamentary Bar.

He next conceived the notion that, being so far North, it was
his duty to visit John o' Groats, whither he and I departed in the
faithful yellow Renault, thence motoring back in four days to
London with so formidable a tale of punctures and delays as to
eradicate from him for ever any taste for lengthy runs. For this
painfully achieved result I was properly grateful, for I had not
particularly enjoyed the process of being bounced about over
rudimentary roads as I sat in solitude in the back of the car.
Early on our return journey, as we passed through a tiny huddle
of cottages, we had the misfortune to run over a chicken. We at
once stopped and offered suitable compensation which was firmly
rejected, the old lady to whom the hen had belonged holding it
aloft in her hand and apostrophizing it:
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